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NANNY'S LOVE STORY.

Nanny Nixon burst into tears,
Tears with Nanay Nixon moant some-
thing. She was not the type of girl
that eried st everything—a wilted rose-
bud, m pathetic poem, or the tragic
last chapter of a paper-covered novel
- Life had been too much sober earnest
for her to indulge in any such senti-
moental luxury.

Up to her soventeenth year she had
toiled hard for her daily bread, work-
ing in the button-factory all day, and
doing Uncle Joshua's housework of
nights and mornings

nele Joshua took her very much as
a mntter of course. Girls wers born to
make themselves usoful—that was his
urlniou. He saw no particular hard-
ship in her rising at three o'vlock to
t the Monday's washing out on the
nes before she went to hor work; nor
in smi’ing up until eleven o'clock Tues-
day night to iron his shirts, and do up
the two tableclothes and the four
&sg»kins. Did he not give her a home?

o would have taken her in when
she was a lean, sharp-faced little
orphan, if it bad not been for him?
ut to-day, when he found moths .in
his best Sunday suit, the londgates of
his wrath were o} 1, and he scolded
Nanny until she took refuge in tears.

“I'd like to kvow,"” said Uncle
Joshua, *if this is what you call good
housekeepin'? I'd like to know what
I keep you here and lodge you for,
if this "erc's the way my things is gomn'
to rack and ruin?  Moths in my best
clothes, as I've had for nine years
come next October!  In my clothes, as
1 told you to beat and hang out in the
sun once a week, till the warm weather
was over!”

“I'm very sorry, uncle,” said Naony,
drooping down like a daisy under the
mower's seythe. I did forget it last
weok. Ob, nnele, I'm so sorry! Please
let me take them now; I'Il mend the
place so it will never be seen, and
air the clothes thoroughly—I will in-
deed!”

But Uncle Joshua shook his head.

1 can't trust you,' said he sepul-
chrally. *I'hain’t no more confidence in
you, Nanny. I guess I'll write to my
consin, Wilow Leaman, to ¢come down
here and keep house for me.  Her son's
goiug to et married, and she'll be glad
of a good home.”

Poor little Nanny recoiled at this
dreadful hint. Cheerleds as the old
Woodburn farmbouse was, it had still
Been home to her.

She was crying very pitifully as she
picked over “the basket of plantain-
us by the well, when Mark Dap-
orth came thither for a pail of water.
He was the young engineer at
the fuctory, and the Woodburn
well was the coldest and clearest for
half a mile round.
“Hallo!” said Mark. “What's the
watter, Nunny? Have you burt your-
self?”

“No, no,"” faltered Nanny, half
ashamed of the tears, aml  quite
ashamnsd of their  occasion. “‘Bub

Unele Joshua isn't pleased with me”

“Been  scolding  yon—elh?'  eaid
Mark, poising his pail on the well-
eurb, and reganling the pretty droop-
ing little ereature with compassionate
uyes t
“Y—yes. Uncle Joshua—"
Mark Danforth sat down the pail
~Hang Uncle Joshua!” said be.
*Oh, Mr. Danforth!”
“Well, I mean it," protested Mark.
**He's no business to make you ery.”
“He's going to get the Widow "Lea-
man to come and keep house for him,"”
faltered Nanny. ““He hasn't any more
confidence in me.”
Mark Danforti took the basket of
plantain-greons ont of ber hand, and
seated nimself beside her.
*Nanny,” sail he, “I've got confi-
denceinyon. If Mrs. Leaman comes to
keep house for him. suppose yon come
and keep honse for me? ve wanted
to ask you to mavry me this long time.
Will you, Nauny? You don't know
what n good husband I'll be to you!”
Nanny lovked up with startled face.
She was only seventeen.  Her first in-
stinet was to run away amnd hide, her
secoml to put her band into Mark
Danforth's and say:
"Ye!u" E
In the meantime, however, old Mr.
Woaodbnrn liad brushed and beaten his
Suuday clothies until it was a marvel
that thie seams did not part comr::ﬁ'.
and started to hang them ont of the
south garvet-window, muattering oross-
1y to bimself a8 lie did so. And Mrs
B’igsbue, jozgzing down the rond with a
chaise well loaded with butter, e a8,
and dressed poultry chanced to look

up.

“Good heavens!” cried she, dropping

her whip in horror and amazemont,
*4if Joshua Woodburn hain't gone and
han himself! Abd Naony at the
‘mill! -T'd better go for Squire Notting
right off.”
And in half an hour the neighbor-
hood was aroused. Squice Notting
Jift Lis dinner balf-eaten, and went for
Dr. res at once.

“If wywln‘g‘n happened,” said he,
“the coroner s the person o have on
© the premises.”

5. Bigshee tied her horso under
the shadow of the nearest elm-tree.

*“Tain't in human natu’ to go on
sellin' eggs and chickens, when a
man a8 you've gat next to in meetin’
for thirty-odd “Jyem is a hangin' out of
'ﬂmnqu;'d ot & by off t5 Gl the

i . sent a off to
wﬁ:m who u{u Mr. Wood-
burn’s cousin, once removed, and had
: tions” from him.

N property—hey?" said Dr.
Y -%my considable,” answered
quir g “He was al'n

retty close-fisted. m;'mr usr;lolh;‘:'

_any consequeuce in dhureh-
| deL,wdll we must all die.
6'a hung himself! Last man
I hould lnve thohght it

- sion.

ho. . advanced, whispering, atong the
< stroteh of voad. :fellllﬁ!. splck-

sun
lngnl?lnukbomu undgr the stone wall,
staved at them as they went by; the

mowers i, the meadow swung their
gloaming seythes o and fro ju the
‘nopn lght.

“In the midst of lite we are in
death,’”  sonorously nroke Squire
Notting: s ho drow out his big yellow

sket-handkerehicf, and fourishod it
ke n signal-banner.  We——IHoy!
hello!  Bless my soul, if it niutNuir -
bor Woodburn himself! And he sin't
hangoed himsell, after allt™

For in the midst of it all, a little
wioket-gate that led into the vegelable-
garden had swung deliberatoly open,
and Joshua Woodburn, careying a
bundle of withered -yines in his
hand, came leisurely forward, as alive
a8 ible!

t5. Bigshoo uttered a sereech; Dr

his eyed, and teied in vain to think of

a Scriptural quotation appropriate toe

tho neeasion.
“Morvnin',

said old Joshua.

ain't ity for this time o' year?

| e nelehbors slunk by, focling asif

]

| Not until they were well past the houso

did Dy, Hodges turn reproachfully to
Mys, Bigsbee. LT,
| *You told ushe'd committod snivide?”
snarled he,

“Well, look for yourself,” pleaded
poor Mrs. Bigsbee. ™ “Ef that alu’t a
| man hangin' outin the garvet windor
| then U'm mistook.”
I oA man, indead! savagely uttercd
| Squire Notting. “1t's a suit o° Dlack
| elothes, that's what it is! And here
| you've been and raised the neighbor-
| hood about nothing! 1'm astonished
| at you, Mrz. Bigsbee!”

wrath nod indignation,

said she.
E-rt-lerum: to speak that way to a

dy!™

Nanny was getting supper ready
that evening, and Unele Joshua was
standing on a chair in the buttery,
atting some particularly fine Cochin-
hina eggs into an especial basket to
send to market on the next morning's
carrier-cart, when the door flew open
as if a cannmon hal exploded on the
| other side of it, and the Widow Lea-
man bounced breathlessly into the
room, with her rusty crape vail flying
behind her like a meteor, and a per-
ceptible odor of peppermint accom-
pauying her footsteps.

“Well,” said she, “*so the mean old
misor's gone at last!”

Nanny looked up from the bowl of
currants she was stemmin

*Who do you mean?" said she.

“Why, Joshua, of conrse!"
| Mrs. man had seated herself on
| the nearest chuir, untied her bonnet-
strin%ﬂ, anil was now fauning herself
with her pcmket-humlkeruhief

“Gone! Where?" said Nanny.
+He's deadd, ain't he?” said Mrs. Loa-
man.

**Me!" uttered a bass voice from the
buttery, as Uncle Joshua carefully de-
scended from the chair,
into his cousin’s prescnce. “‘Dead?
Not much, I reckon! What was that
you valled me, Luella? A mean old
miscr—eh®  Well, there’s  nothin'
like speakin' the plain truth, Cousin
Leaman!”

Mrz. Leaman turned
as the proverbial dying dolphin.

She gave a little gasp.

[ never got such a turn in my life,"
said she bluntly. *They told me you'd
been and gone and hung  yousell,
Cousin Joshua.”

*Me!" said the old man; “hung my-
self? Bel a likely subject for that sort
o thing.”

Nanny began

1= many colors

bubble out of the very fulluess of her
heart.

] heard the same thing," said she,
“at the factory,Uncle Joshun. It seems
old Mrs. Bigshee saw  your best suit
hanging out of the garret-window to
air, and—and she thought that it was

ol

Unele Joshua burst out laughing too.
He could not help it

*Not yet, anyhow,"” sail he. “The
mean ol miser's too sensible for that,
You ain't going, Cousin Leaman?
Won't ye sit down and take a bite of
supper with ns?  Do.”

ut the Widew Leaman excused her-
self.

I guess, Nanny,"” sald the old man,
when she and her crape veil and her
pervading odor of peppermint had
tuken themselves off, “I'll change my
mind about baving Luella Leaman
here. I guess you'll do very well for
a housekoeper, if {‘ou'll be a little more
careful ahout my best suit of clothes
and the moths."

“Thank vou, Uncle Joshua,” said
Nanny, reddening like s rose; “but—
but I've got a situation somewhere else
as housekeeper.”

“Eh?" said Unele Joshun, pecring
over the rims of his spectacles.

“I'm gong to marry Mark Dan-
forth,” said the little maild with down-
cast eyus.

Unecle Joshiua was silent for a second

or twao. L
Then he took his nicee’s face between

his two hands and kisssed it.

“I'm glad on't,” said he, “even
thongh'I shall miss you. It'sa grand
thing for a girl to get a good husband,
and you may go to Millville and pick
out a wedding-gown, afi' hev it charged
to my aceount. And don't spare no
expense, beeanse you've deserved it.”

And of all the girls in Millville little
Naunny was the happiest that night.

Her Feet and Halr.

Miss Helen I)aumﬁ Eomma two
beauties—her feet, which are of the
highest regulation Awmericaun pattern,
and her bhair, which is actually of inky
bluekness. In these days of mixe
types, such hair stands out in bold re-
lief—or rather, Misa Dauvrny's tresses
lie down in unfashionable slickness—
and that is a reliel; but these pleasing
features have not suceeedwd in turning
her out a good netress, 1 wonld go a
long way to see the Duuveny feet,
dressed us their little owner knows
how to dress them. Aod, like others
at the Hollis Street Theater recontly, |
was not averse Lo the littls dance at
the end of the second act, hocauso it
showed them and the lace peiticout to
such ndvantage.  All the same, 1 ho
these impromptu steps are pot lo
introduced into every soclety play.
Girls, even “whirlwind” girls in so-
ciety are not in the habit of pravcing
solus around a drawing-room when
their partoers claim them for n walts,
and why Polly Fargus should do such
a thing, unless she hns Carmencita and
Otero on the brain, passes comprehen-
The *skive* dance” Ll will be-
come un absolute nuisance if it is to
bring down the cortain on all and
every occasion, and I hope the charm-
ing gymuastics may be copyrighted or
“iprotecied” somchow bufore Mrs.

dal bréaks into the vreseut folly,

In+

and walked |

J

Hedges stood still; the squiro rabbod |

[
|

|

{
to  laugh—a :mﬂ.!
rippling little laugh, that seemed 1o

| und

MISSING LINKS.
Thoroughbred St Bernnwd dogs sell
nt from to 81,000 enoh.

Arizona has 701 wiles of irri l};‘g
ennals that furnish wator to ﬁ).
neros.

A, B. Hewdry, 14 years old, is prinei-
pal of the publio schicols at  Antioch,
}dunlton county, Fla.

Miss Mavy Garrett of Baltimore lns
o bath in hor lome lined with Mexiean
ouyx that cost §6,000.

A Mexican millionaire named Terry
now owns tho fastest trotting horsos
in Paris, and promevndes them daily,

Mr. C. P. Huntiugton began life as a
tin-poddier, and while he still has a

! lmege quantity of tin bo does not podille

In Rossin, which is the great horse
countty of Europe, they unever put
blinders on a horse, and ashying horse
Is nlmost unheard of.

|miglllmrs-—mm-ning‘!"I Mrs. Stanley has rovived the long
“Pretty tal'able hot, | disused fashion among ladies of wear-

ing the hyir in a simple roll at the
back, and many, following hor example.

| thay had Leon detected in some erime. | juave adopted le.

Capt, Willinm Parrish, who was pilol
of the Confuderate ivonelad Merrimae
at the tme of the battle with the
Monitor and the frigates Cumberland
anid Congress in Humpton Rowls, died
tho other day in Richmond, Va.

Gen, Mervitt declaves that Sitting
Bull is the ravkest cowanl that ever
Beduubed his ugly fiee with puint. He
is a villainous old raseal, but as a war-
tlor he is ne good at all.  He is known
at home as the “squaw man with much
tnlk."

Mr. Elliott of the Smithsonian Ip-

“Mre. Bigshie went away in groat| stitution thiuks that sevon yoars' in-

activity in sea tishing is the only thing

“Any one's linble to be mistook,” | that will save the seal frow oxtermina-
“And Square Notting’s no | tion,

If the seal saeqne conld be run
ont of fashion for awhile the same
emnd would be attained.

Ropresentative  Lanham, reelected
from the Eleventh Congressional Dis-
trict of Texans—probably the largest in
the counntry—represents niuely-seven
connties that nre sail to exceed in avea
ten Stmtes.  One of the counties in his
district s 1,000 miles by rail from his
bome.

Gen. John R. Brooky, in command
of the Pine Ridze Agency, Sonmth Da-
kota, i3 a native of Pottstown, Pa.  He
is over six feot in height and  robust
lwnpor;inns. and during the late Re-

wilion won distinetion on the battle-
field and wns several times badly
wonnded.

Mr. and Mrs. Rufus Moses of Cape
Elizabioth, Me., celebrated rocently the
TUth anniversary of their u‘m!llinp".
Mr. Moses is the last of eleven child-
ren, i3 93 years of age. and is hule and
hearty, His wife is 85 years old anil is
also remarkably well anl active for
oue of her years.

Gen. Lord Wolseley, who shares
with Gen. Sir Frederick Roberts the

honor of being Englaund’s greatest liv- |

ing General, was on Longstreet’s sta®
in the Rebel army, just as the Comie
de Paris was on MeClellan’s. Tom
Ochiitree is the authority forthis story,
aud of course it is true.

The Iniest fad of givls is a friendship
cane. It is bung in the parlor, aul is
ornamented with half yard strips of
ribbon of various colors, each pices
coutributed by a friend. The girl who
practices this fad is under obligations
to remember the  particular  piece of
ribbon contributed by cach frigud,

Senator Evarts said to a repovter the
other day:
were standiog where I was lifty-three
years ago and journalism was what it
now is. I should choose as the busi-
ucss of my life thatof a journalist. |1
can see in it greater possibilities than
are embraeed in other professions.”

A PERFECT (HMRTE.

The Procession of the Seasons in Sonth-
ern Calilfornia.

There are no sudden changes of sea-
son here. Spring comes gradually
day by day, u perceptible hourly wak-
ing to life and color; and this glides
into & summer which never censes but
only becomes tiMed and fades into the
repose of a short autnmn, when the
sere and brown and red and yellow
hills and the purple mountains are
waliting for the ruin clonds. This is
according Lo the provess of nature; but
wherever irrigation brings moisture to
the fertils soil, the groen and bloom
are perpetual the i-enr ronnd, only the

0

green is powderod witlr dust. and the
coltivated flowers have their periods
of exhaustion.

1 should think it well worth while to
wnteh the procession of nature here
from late November or December to
April. It 1s a land of delieste and
brilliant wild flowerd, of blooming
shrubs, straoge io form and wonderful
ia color. Befove the avpuasl rains the
land lies in a sort of Awoon in a golden
haze; the slopes and plains are bare,
the hills yellow with ripe wild-oats or
ashy gray with sage, the sea-brecze is
weak, the air grows drier, the sun hot,
the shade eool, Then one day light
clouds stream up from the southwest,
and there is a gentle min. When the
sun comes out agnin its rays are
milder, the land is refreshed and
brightened, and almost immodiately
a greenish tinge appenrvs on plain and
hill-side. At iotervals the rain con-
tinues, daily the lundscape is greener
in infinite variety of shades, which
seem Lo sweep over the hills in waves
of eolor. Upon this carpet of green
by February nature Luging to weave
an embroidery of wild fHowers, white,
lavender, golden, pink, indigo, scar-
let, changing day by day and every
day more brilliant, and nrrmulin from
patehes into great fields, until dale
I and table-land are oversproad

lory of color

ir of the ear-
iestan, — Uharies
lurper's Magaxine.

with a refinement and
that would be the des
pet-weavers of I
Dudicy Warner, in

WL LOonsSLILEMLSS & yation,

Forly millions of people on thres
millions of square miles of territory do
not constitute the United States of
Amorica. A million or so of people
ocoupying twenty-one thousaod square
miles did not constitule Greeee. It
was the Greeks who constituted Groeeo;
it is Americans who coostitute Amer-
iea. B0 many people thrown together
on ono territory no mors make a na-
tion than so many blocks of stone
thrown together in a pile make a tem-
ple. or so man l]\'pu in i a book, or
80 many Lhreads ju a tangle a fabrie.

Every oation his its own distingnish-
ing features, its own Lype of character,
its own consciotsnese, its own life. To
conslitute a nation thors must be not
only people and laad and law, hat
laws that are self-evolved, literature
that is the expression of pational life,
langmaga fited to express that life,
and thorefore a life w bo expressed.—
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| ONE SHOT WAS ENOUGH

“I think now that, if 1|

SUCCESSFUL BUT DANGEROUS PUR.
SUIT OF A TIGER.

How & Royal Specimen Was Teapped in
His Lale und Followed o His
Denth.

Wo—that i, tho major, dootor and
wyself—had been potiering nbout the
outskirts of tho Teral for some days,
hn{»lug to got nows of n Ligur, says
writer in Hurper's Woekly. Wo had
ust pitohed oue camp when our shi-
nrr}. All by name, came, hurriodly
to our tent, saylog that the headman
of n neighboring villago wishud 4o speak l
with us.  With bim wore some of the |
villagers, who came s a llt!|llllll1lluu. |
praying us to ril them of a'tiger that |
was playing sad havoo with their cit- |
tlo. The proposition was jumped ut, |
and with All and two of his assiztants |
{1 returpod to the village with the |
headman, A wretehal specimen of a ||
bullock was bonght for a few tupoos,
and was lod out into the jungle

A good spot was fonnd fv an open |
space that at some thme or avother had |
buen cleared for caltivation. A doead
tree stood conveuleutly near the denso |
forost, and to this the bullock was
tied, and we left tho poor brute o its
fute. while two mwen climbed inton |
treo to watch.  Dinver was ready by |
the time I roturned to cnml:; anid the |
majov told us of hLis provious expe-
vicices with tigors. The doctor had
been on many a tiger hunt, but had
nover yet bagged one of the royal
quarry. The fact of tho matter was he |
was mad on ornithology, and he con-
fessod that on more than oue oceasion
he ol beon watching somo rare speei-
mon of tho featherod tribe and lost
the golden opportunity for a good
ahol.
| We tarned in early, and soon the
Ieamp wus hushed io silence, but the
ffm‘vsl. was alive with animal awd in-
sect life. Thousands of stridulating
[ cieada scomod to make the very nir
| vibrate, while bere and there among
bushes the fire-Nies Nushed to and fro.
Above all, the insect chorns, howover,
could be heard the howl of thg hyona |
or the hark of the prowling jackal. .
Daylight saw us astiv, and with it
came the weleome news thut the tiger
had killed our bait during the night,
Choutabazri, consisting of coffee pud
ezgs, was soon  disposed of aund we
clinibed into the howdah, strapped to
our elepbant, and started for the vil- |

lage. Here all was excitoment when
we areived, The headoar had al-

veady wustered all availnble hawds for
beaters.  Tom-toms, to cans,  awd |
short endgels formed their armamont,
| and it was u motley erew that marched
| aut of the village that morning.

As we walked silently nlong the
jongle path, for we had lelt the cle-
Phant at the edge of the forest, golting
mote and more wet every step from |
the dewdrops we shovk from the tall
gruss aml overhangiog boughs, the |
whole line was suddenly brought to a
standstill.

In front was the village shikavri, |
then followed the doctor. The latter |
was the causo of the hall, As the
major and myself pushed to the front
we saw him cnutipnsly poiuting to a
tree above him with obne hand, while
the othor was stretched out for his
shol-guun. .

“What the deuce isit?" asked the
major.

“Don’t you sce it?P" answered the
doctor, excitedly.  “Where's that fool
with my gan?" :

“Do yon mean that infernal little
| bird 2" yuestioned the major,

“My dear wmajor. that's one of lhcl
rarest of fioches, Where's my gunp™
continued the doctor o Hindostanee. |L

For the moment we were specchless, |
but the sight of the bhalf-Irightened |
servant coming up with the gun loos- |
| ened ut Jeast the major’s longue. |

He |

seiged the gun himsell, and turniog to

| the doctor said:  “Do yon mean to
say you are thinking of shooting that
bird# _

| “Of eonrse I am,” answered the as- |

tonished doctor.,

“Aund give the tiger notiee of our ap-
proach? I've a good mind to shoot
you first.” angrily retorted the major.

“By Jove! 1 forgot all about the
tiger.”

Theve was no doubt he hadl. |

As wo entered the open space sigos
were not wanting that the bulloek had
been killed, for sitting oo the boughs
of treea were valtures, while others |
wery eircling above in the air

As
we came in sight of the carcass two |
jackals were seen running for the |
shelter of the neighboriog jungle, whils |
some of the carvion were gorging them- |
selyes on the corpse. The tiger had
made n meal of the hindguartors ansd
we could easily truce s spoor down
toward the nullah, or water course.

The doctor, who had won frst
- choice of stations, doetermined Lo take
up his position in the fork of u tree
that commanded the open pateh nnd
also a short streteh of the nullah. The |
major and myscll had to make a de-
tour to take up our posts lower down
the witer conrse, ns lln all probabilit
sstripes” would econclude to ul'nuﬂ.
and seek for sheller in the dense jungle
lm{nml. |

10l an hour saw us in position. The
major ensconeed himself behind a rock,
with a_capital view of the now nearly |
dry rviver bed aml o friendly tees in
Lis roar, while I commanded aloog |
streteh of the same, which just at the
foot of the rock on which 1 Iy took a |
sharp turn to the left. I also bl a
partinl view of the patch that the doe-
tor was supposed to guard.  Word wis
seut to the Dbeaters, and I, ot lenst,
waited anxiously for coming eveuls,

It was not loug before the silence of
the junFIn was broken by the noise of
the villagers.

Thers ure few things more excitin
than walting to get your first sight o
a tiger.  Despite the knowledge that
one must kdep cool, the nerve got the |
upper hand, and it soemgd as thongh |
the liolding of the vifle stendy had be- |
come an impossibility, : . |

Noav aud aguin the long grass that
hordered the nullah stirred, as some
deer, bog ot jackal, fearful of the din,
would dash across the yellow atream
and vaulsh in the jungle that strelehed
for miles bohind me. \

|
i

I was peering into the thick under-
growth when suddenly Ali touched
me and whispered, "“Bagh! L
(I.Ifer, I.Ignl? polnting toward the plot.
. Yes, standing ont in the open, with
‘its head turned in the direction of the
din and hubbub, angrily twitohing ils
tuil, stood o magnilicont tiger. For
some seconds—thoy seemad an honr—
that tigor stood thore some 200 yards
from me and thon turned back inio
the woods. The npolss of the beators
grew louder and londer, and [ wis lies

Lyman Abbolt in The Century.

--gitmlnz to fear that the bopst Intondod
to through their line, whou al-

. |
e

| when the eye is open,

. . ot ’1_-'"I - J
. A O AT IO

okt exaotly opposite me, tho tall
mrnu Wi ’&u,-';m;m nalde nod ont
uto thoe full glaly of day steppod tho
thior, 14 stirted to pass down the
nollah, but for a socond halted on a
slab of vouk to listen to the noiso of i
anem les.

It wus a splondid shot. A shar
erack of & rille and then to my joy
gaw tho quapry lylng on s stouach,
tearing up the Tuuml avonngd in its
fmpotent ruffu and growling as ouly &
tiger enn. Thort wias no tocessity for
u wecond shot, for as we scrambled to
tho top of the vock that hal conveslol
us tho royal brato volled over ob Its
side whiti o stroam of blond from it
mouth mado assuweance doubly sure

FOOLING THE C;lh“'; RA.

SRilfully Paloted Faves;May Decelre the
Lousea of the Photographers,

Bowe of our girls nve learning hew
to bo photographed Iumuli!ullf and
(vickily, “Huve yon observed and
wondered,” sald one of the most cole-
brated of the camern men, “how well
the actresses maonge to look whon the
eve of the camera 1 focusod on thom?
Well, 1 ean tell you hiow to do as well
as they do, Fivsl, choose an artistio
photogisphor.  No matter how much
you kuow about what you waut and
what to wear, there ave matters of
view, and light and shade, for which
vot must dopend nbsolutely upon him.
But he will not be able to adyise you
how to wake up your facs and will
probably object mmupiui;ly to any such
doviee. ~ That is whore Lo is mistaken.
If he were wise he would know how to
pose n girl, and then with a bit of
white and a bit of black chalk make
her lovely for that view. Soveral of
the Now York photographers do this
pow. The stock pose, into which
photographors, on general prinviples,
put victims over whom they don’t in-
tendl o bother, Is throe-quarters, which
is an abomination to most faces. Thore
is swall chance for expression; the eye
gets no show at all, and the contonr of

! the cheek, which is seldom boautiful,

except in children, is betrayed. You
will find they have a rooted abjection
to full-face positions, 1 have vever
been uble to discover why., Thers Isn
tantdepey to ralse one eyolbyow higher
than the other, or look cross-oyed; but
it is his bDusiness to look out for that,
and stop you il your featuros begin to
wander aronmd your faee.

“Now, i paioting a fuco for pho-

| tography the eyes can safely bo made

up a great deal,  Put black under the
eyo, only don’t let it Lo just one heavy
black line. Shadow it out softly.
Blacken the lashes as much as they
will stand, ounly don’t let them be
lumpy. Inerease the apparent length
aud swoop of the npper lid, by which
the size of the eye Is julged, with a
line coutinding the line of the lashes,
and a parallel one continulng the line
of the crease that shows just above
Draw these
ouly as lony ns can be done without
tlu-rr showing as lines.  Au actress ob-
tnined a elever picture, in which the

| effoct of very long lashes Is given by

lines, presumably shadows thrown by
said lashes, paiotod above the eye. just
under the eyebrows. Use rod very
carcfully. Yonr lips probably need
painting into an improvement upon
their own shape. Do it softly, aml
with very faint red.

hard  line about the lips of many
actresses’ photographs, — Somcotimes
you don't need to look carefully, 1If
¥you want a dimple to show specially,
you ean heighten its light and shade »
ittle; but unless your photographer
I:.Jw’ yon so that the device does vot
etray itsell the effect will be a fail-
ure. IHayviog thus accentuated your
face, don't disturb its arrangement by
s smile, or amirk, or any other grimaco
of expression when the lens is opened
on you. Othérwise, art aod oature
will make a hopeless mess of your
features. But if you have planned an
expression in harmony with the make-
up, save it till the lust moment.  The
operator is bound to grip the back of
your neck with his moukey wreneh,
and if yon bhang on to your joyful
smile all through that ordeal you will
get something demouiae and wild to
send to your friends.” =N Y. Sun,

A Kentncky Minlster of the Olden
Time.

A tall, thinunish man, with silky pale
brown hair, worn long and put baok
Lehind his oars, the high tops of which
bent forward a little wodor the woeight,
and thus took on the most remarkable
air of paying incessant attention to
everybody and eyverytling; set far out
in front of these ears, ns thongh it did
not wish to be disturbed by what was
heard, a white, wind-splitting face,
calm, beardless, and seoming never to
have been eold, or to bave dropped the
kindly dew of perspiration; under the
sevene penk of this forebead n.dpair of
la gray eyed, pationt and dreamy,
belog babitunlly turned inward opon a
wind tolling with hawl abstractions;
huving within him n conselence burn-
ing always like a planet; o bachelor—
b npi a logiciun; therefore swoet-tein-
pered,

mover having sipped the sour
ciip of experience; garing covertly ut
womankind from behind  the delieate
veil of unfamiliarity that lends en.
chantment; belog o bachelor amd a
bookworm, thersfore already old at
forty, and a little run down o his
toilets, a little feayed out ot the elbows
aud the kooes, n I?ltla senmy along the
buek, a little deficient at the heels; in
pocket L:um‘ nlways, nnd always the
orer becanse of a spondthrife habit

n the matter of secrot charities; knecls
ing down by his small haril - bed overy
lunrnin;i and praying that doring the
day his logical faculty might dischargo
its function morally, and that his moral
faculty might discharge its funetion
logically, aod that over all the opera-
tions of all his other facultios ho might
find heavenly grace to exercisa bolli a
logieal and a moral coutrol; at night
kneeling down aguin to ask forgiveness
that,despite his prayer of the morning,
one or moro of these same fucnltips—

[ lie knew and ealled them all familiarly

by nume, being a metaphysician—had
gone wrong in & mapper the most ab-
normal, shymeless, and unforescon; thus
on thy whole, s man shy aod dry, gentle,
lovable, timid, resolute, forgetful, ro-
morselul, eecentrie, impualsive, thinking
ton well of every human ereature but
himself; au illogical logiclan, an erving
moralist, s wool-gathering philosopher,
bk, bumanly spenking, almost & pere
foct man.—James Lane Allen, in Har-
per's Magusine.

Gothsemane's Gardon,

it

It is #ald that & woealthy gentloman
of Liverpool has purchased the Garden
of Gethsomane, noar Jerusalem, in
which the Savior pssed the night bos
fore his ervocifision. The puvehnso
wid mude in oidor to provent spoen-
lutors feom eareying out thair sehemaes
of bnilding on the sierol groamla n
hotal Tor the aceammalation of visitors
sud tourists In the Holy Laud,

Itod takes binck. |
| Look carefully and you will trace a

WIT AND HUMOR.
Lovo s & spocios of [ntoxieation that
awolls tho |.m'm {hstead of thy homd,—
Hoston Courier, e

A saloon I llko n harbor—imoak 0
tho wreeks are to bo fonnd outside the
bit.—Terre Haule Kxpress,

Resolutions are liko messonger hﬂfl-
Thay aro tho casiest thing imaginable
Lo puss.—Hoston Transeript.

Contributor—*How much ought T to
got for that poemP” l"allunr—"\::Ju
onght to got about fiftegn yoses."—
Puck.

*When Ldeink much I enn't work,
aud g0 1 lot It alono,” **The drink
IngP"  “No, tho working""—Hliegerla
Bloetlor,

Mre. Fanglo—*Ihis Russiun nfluon-
e I8 vory contaglous, is it not?" Fane
glo— “Yos, ovon u dotective could
ontoh L= Life,

The lnwyers In the onse are llke a
palr of shenrs,  Thoy uever ent them-
sulvos, but what ls betwoun, = Lawrdnoe
Amaorican,

INVENTIONS OFBROOKLYN MEN,

ow TypaSetting Machine aud wn Eise
' trionl Bmuke-Sueliing Noen.

1 mot n Brooklyn wan lhore o Now
York the other day who las fnventod
@ elover serangement for settin t,)rrn,
whiel, he thinks, will revolutionies dhe
wholo buslness, u*n a writee In the
Brooklyn Bagle, 1t's a very simplo.
Jooking little mavhine, something ke
n typowriter, or at least the koybomd
Bis the seme. When the eompositor
stelkos o lotterad key I ihrows up Inte
Yo n matelx whioh vomilos 1 plaes,
the next key struck  places  the nex
along side, and whon w line of typa 1y
formud molted typo by thus cast and set
up it the samo monsents Thie I ye-
Finovod and the seoond (e formied and
o on, the work voquiring ahout one
bl the ordinary thme cousumoed in
wuch matters, soil tho rosult befug thag
tho type ls always frosh and ean not b
pled, ns vk 1o is o solld bloek. A
poon s the stervotypoe Iv wado the Lype
gour back Into the molting .pnl wnel in
vouly for use again,  The N Y, Trib.
une nitl the London Timer huvo fora

Brown—*Doos vour wifo keop hor
tompor very woll" Jones—*Unv—or |

—some; but 1 got the most of IV~

Doston Gaselte.
Tho reason why it hurts to havo s |

tooth pulled is nll[llm,wﬂ to bo that you |

can't bito your |

Fliegendo Hlactler,

Whon wo seo n young fathor wheol- |
Ing his first buby In the streot wo ob-
tain a roalizing sonso of the joys of a
oarringo nid pore,—Fuck,

Irato  Housowifo — *You're always
breaking something.” Servant—*Sure
but I ain't teled it on your reeand for
fault finding."—Rome Sentinel,

Brongon —*8es  here, Cadley, did
you tell Smithers I was the meanest
white man that ever lived " Cudloy
=*“No, 1 dido’t deaw the color liue,"'—
N. ¥, Sun.

Tho poot says that **Tix love whieh
makes the world go ronmd,” It also
mnkes the young man *go around"
quite frequontly Susday nights.— 70
dedo Commerciud,

“What is your fdea of a gentloman,
Yeollowly?"' A true gontleman ale
ways lnughs at the joke of » story aod
nover sayvs thut he hoand it before,"—
Boston Conrier,

Ho—*What did your father say
when von tolidl him that wo wore en-
gaged 7 Sho—0h, Augnstus,yon must
pot ask mo 1o repeat  such lnugungq!"
— Hoaton Dudgel,

A clever man has Invonted & system
of reading musie for the blind,  How
delightfal! Now llur‘y can feol the elo-
quence of Wagner's musle without
having to hear b—Life

Wickwire — “What Is the reason
Mudge doos not speak to you any
more?  Have vou offended him in any
way?"  Yalaluy — Yoo 1 elaimed
that he hml pothing but & common
culd.'—Terre Huute Express,

Jonos—*1 nuver saw anything go
like the sugar in this howse, Four
pounds in six woekal It's awful! How
do you account for it?" M, Jones—
“1 don’t kuow unless tho grocer puis
guicksand in it"—Hinghamton Leador,

Severe Adorer (about to enter the
ministry)—=1 trust you find a great
doal of comfort in thinking of Sovipt-
ure verses"  Ioteresting  Tovalld —
“Yos, Indeed! That text, *Gein amd
bear it "does mo a heap of good,"—
Life.

“By thander, old follow, what has
happened to you that you smile so all
the tme?  What s it s0 gomlP* ©0,
nothing at all, but yon seo one never
knows IIHWIII'II.)’I but somebody may
b photograpling  bim," — Flugen
Blaeller.

o abservo with regrot, George, sald
George's fnther, “that you are still at
the foot of your class. I« there no pros-
lu-rl of your doilng better? "li.ryul,
ather; [ expeot to b secoml or thind
in tho noxt viuss below poxt erm.''—
N ¥, Sun.

“You know what n fashlon Miss
Goawlodiro has of quoting proverbs at
all Umes?"  “You" "Wul}. Inst night
a5 [ romarked about midoight that I
must go, sho looked at the olock and
murmored, ‘Botter Inte than nover,™
—N. Y. Herald,

Primus—*“How did Forgus do st the
l|n-nkiuﬁr“ Seoundus — *Waell, sir,
when Fergos' time came there was
round after round of applause.” Pri-
mus—""Good! I must congratulute him
on his sucoess.” Secunduy — *“And
when he linished you eould have heard
a pin drop."—Harper's Basar,

Young Wifo (who has just eaunght
sight of hor husband's face in the mir
ror)—"Why, dear, what's the matter?"
Hushand (“"F:H-"l oan't got the
vombination of this blanked four-in-
hand tie." Wife (sweatly)—*Wall, bo
cureful not to look ‘round this way,
dear; I'm foeding the baby It milk."

After tho rallroad secident, Huse
band (oxtrieating himsolf from the
wreek)—“Emily, thank God yon are
safol ~ Heavens! f[so't this awfalP"
Wifo—*‘Droadfull Hear the poor
plo groan! Donrost?”  Husband —
“What In it, love?” Wifo—"Is my

hat on stenight?'— Durlington Free |
Press.

Smith—"I'hnt was n very futerestin
lecture of youra on the Cataconihs, D
you write it whilo you were in Rome,
or after you ruturned home? Spouter
—*0, o, I wrote it before I went.
Wanted to get it off my mind, yon
know, ko that when I got abroad I'd
baye nothing to do but enjoy myselt."
—loaton Transoripl,

The parties who undortook to show
the Pan-Amorican delegates the indus-
trios of the United States don't seem to
bave understood their business,  ‘The
grontost of all Ameriean industelos was
overlookud,  Thoe visitors wers not
talken to see s hnseball mateh,—Nor-
vistown Hevabl,

Mra. Fanglo—+Did you see Dr. Big-
pill lust night, dear? ~ Fanglo (absont
mindedy)—Yes, [ snw him and went
T severnd bot—tor, T menn, 1 saw him

for s moment only, amd I forgot to tell |

Bim to eall gl progeribe for you, 'l
telephone to him as soun ns 1 get to the
offive,"— Epoch,

From o Philokopher's Noto Book:
“Ong  should  nover marry, beenuse
fivat, if the woman s plain she will
form too disngroealile anobject of daily
contemplation for one's self; while,
second, if she bs good  looking she will
prove tgp frvesistible an  attraction to
other people"—Judge, :

New Diving Dross.

A now living dress has boen

by the Frenel vy, Tt euum‘l‘:llfpm
thres  piocos—halmet, eollarette, and
body, “The helimet is ittod with an fn-
eiudeseant lmp, inelined forward nt an
nngle which chablos the diver to derive
the fulloat nityantago feom It nud fitted
with prolector amd mivror,

ps at tho timo.— |

your or wore heon employ g 1y pe-sot-
tlug mnchines with o groit doal of sue.
cons, Bt tho machine Is w laborfous
pud olamsy alfair, and the Brooklyn

| man thinks bo bas Gmproved on it u

mueh us the second  orler of  sewlng:
wuehlnes improyved on the old “eorn.
shollers” that Howe fiest put upon the
market whon it was fisk fnvontsl to
savo woman - stitches, but  which ro.
quired abont Lwo-hotse powet 1o work,

e invontar olalms ho van mako Lhese
maohines and sell thew for $800, aud
thiat they will do the work of three
o, liu 6 ns euthusinstio s most
of theso invontors are, aud thinks his
maching will ercate dismay o the
typographival unjons,  After w while
me will be nothing wore for men to
do; machinery will do it all,

Phore Is another Brooklyn man whe
sponds the groat pact of his days o
Now York, whe s also an jnventor.
Ho Is vloh and bulongs to well-known
society people, hut likes 1o dabible in
eloetrion! matters for his own Amnse-
ment.  His Intest dovieo Is an  electrl
oal nowe, which, when [t smells simoke,
vings o boll, and 0f it smells a very
great deal of smoko torns 1o a tira
alarin,  That sounds like n Joke, but it
fs an nctaal elootrieal fact.  ‘I'he  din-
gram of the machine s so trontod that
| tho netion of smoke npon it causes it to
| move and set an alarw-bell vinging,
and this effect, Increasod, connects
with & tive alorm. It is ourious to see
the wodel, which is set up bere in the
| owner's offics, whan the inventor pufls
| a mouthful of smoke from his olgae
l upon it The bell rings w I]l'll). and I

bo continues to blow the smoke in it
mukes prompt conneitlon with o fire
slartn,  In dnventing this nose the
Braoklynite stombled upon what I
probably one of the  wost remarkable
discoveries sinee the discovery of olee
trieity itself, This uow discovery has
not yut boon siMolently tested for the
dlseoverer to be willlog to fnform the
worll of fts nuturye, bul It Is likely 1o
ereato a greal rovolation in the manus
fucture of all falivies of every doseripe
tion when he has mmlo suflicient ox-

wrhiment o lwe suro of his ground,
These Inventions stumble po olosel
upen cach othor's hovls that the faculty

of wondor loses s sinsibility,  bat
where o means of suspomiling o grest

nakural Iaw Is roachod one tinds it bm-
possiblo to grwsp with the imagination
the possibility of wan's iture control
over the imanimate workl,

Lmdllorous Errors.

The wethed of lewding mancy on
furniture, which has sprngt so far and
| rapidly into public favor, Is constantly

begetting ludicrons  errors in chattol
IMOTLZngon, wail woelerk in the regords
e’ oflice o u 8t Louis  Globe  Derno-
oral roportur.  “This is dup to the fact
that o many Htiterate meu with small
eapiinl and o 1n.|-uiu-n to Inereass it ke
sixty are indolging. Weo are compelled
by law o copy every nstroment put
ko for record lotter for letter.
there is an error wo copy tho mistaks,
but yaderseoro it Lo lul‘fvnlu thut it is
not the fault of the ofice. Not long
sinee o an presonted o mortgage thst
| deserilind **a bliae mule with red  plush
[ trimminga" Whether [t was an artiole

of parlor or stroct ear furniture 1 do
not know, but I suppose he did.

Another curiosity was the degeription
of u "marble top stove, n burean with
soven baking wtensilen Tuttuee-colored
pilk dreess, mixed with yellowish bloe
fringo loce wmdd Hour barvel fixin' be-
hlod, and a patont apparatus for sties
rlng oges up fine “Lusterless  silk
(a‘i. n foyTog pan, ogg hvtcher, cracked
spittoon, savsage machine sl Reubs
en's ehiromo™ s an extract I got from an
Incongrnous eolloction ono day., *“A
burean with o lookin' glass an' ufuwun
to set what's left over in," was the sen-
tence nsod by one mian o keop track of
a fideboard, AnS toten-tolo. wis To-
ecordod ns a “setteo with  both  enda
warped skin ways nod the baek in the
middle.” while an fnvalid chaiy  was
marked down by nn expressionlst us »
“double bieyelo chinir, u‘lm'llish onxy Lo
sot In any shape.”  But one [ remem-
bor excollad all, It spoke of & fine
tnxidermists cubinet as n gl enso
full of deud bivds that don't stink and
u squirpel to boot,"

Hut their orthography Is great. Cur-
taing often go ns “kivtnd" conter tabla
a8 oot bhor talil" and bedstewd with
mattress na Chowatid wit ticks," while
“soln’ masheon,” “x10gbun table” and
Yacrentwar” for eseritolte nre common,
thongh *chickens in & peeno™ for a
Chivkerlug's piano is not.  But those
must be rendered, onour books trie to
copy, which led to a yery quaint en-
grossment soon after the loglslature ro-
duved the numbor of notaries publie
from 700 or 800 to 100, Ong of the
ousted notarios, In wrlting his Inst
ncknowlodgmont, took ocension (to ro
ok ut the bottom that the membera
of tho lust nssombly wore a class ol
nien which ho designated by a hyphon
ated trio of words which fow Amoricnns
| will bo ealled without trying to whi
somebody,und the application of which
is popularly conkldered n Justitieation
for trying to whip aoybody, But his
oplnion wus vovoriled and will siwmd for
yedrs us o conclse kizing up of & de
Tunot legislntur,

Fooding Chickens By Clockwork.

Frod Leach of Ausonls has somo fine
poultry, and _ho bolieves in feoding
them as rogularly as ho eats his own
moil:.h [lln hhl:nn]lyiluklo bu at homo at
n efore the chickona Lo
aud in ortler that they -g:.y m'"?':&
without fail he has vl up anoape

ratus which works like & oharm.

‘ho usual quintity of corn Is placed in
& tin can, which Is smspended from s
string nod welghte  An nlarm olook in
the outer coop rolenses the spring st s
sortain hour, the can tweus battons
slilo up, apd v oeurn In woatte
There aro four coops and eacli hus it

cun, all working at the same  tine,—
mmn?ﬁam

-




